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Poets’ Contest"! 


For the January issue, The Whiz Bang 
announces the following prizes for accepted 
poems: 


Five dollars for the best Limerick. 


Five dollars for the best ‘‘Sob Song.” 


Five dollars for the best Joyful Jingle. 


One year’s subscription to all other 
accepted manuscripts. 


Copy must reach The Whiz Bang office not 
later than December 7. 
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Price 25 cents $2.00 per year 


W. H. Fawcett, 
Editor and Publisher 


ROBBINSDALE, MINN. 
Rural Route No. 2 
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The author of this article is pastor of the People’s 
Church at Minneapolis and one of the foremost reformers 
of the day. His revelations of conditions of immorality 
in various parts of the world in which he has traveled 
have startled the thinking public, Reverend Morrill be- 
lieves in getting at the root of the evil and through pub- 
licity and agitation remove the causes of vice and de- 
pravity. His frankness and friendliness toward unfortu- 
nate brothers and sisters of the under strata of life have 
won for him the admiration of courtesans and Christians 
alike. This article is the first of a series which will 
22 monthly exclusively in the WHIZ BANG.—The 
Editor. 


BY REV. ‘‘GOLIGHTLY’’ MORRILL. 


C. in Vera Cruz stands for Venereal City. ‘El 
V Dictamen”’ is the leading newspaper. It has only 
four pages, yet whole columns are filled with ad- 
vertised cures for serofula, syphilis, locomotor-ataxia 
and all the rotten ills that licentious Latin-America is 
heir to. The space we give to weather reports on the 
front page, or to special news with extra headlines, is 
given up here to nauseating advertisements. The first 
thing one sees as he enters the plaza are billboards, 
walls and buildings with sure-cure advertisements. On 
the main street I saw merry, curious groups of men, 
women and children earnestly gazing in shop windows, 
at photographs of patients cured of filthy diseases. 
Under each photograph was a name and address which 
the crowd was making a mental note for future refer- 
ence. 
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L. A. in Latin America stands for ‘‘licentious ani- 
mals.’’ In Vera Cruz the principal male pastime is to 
talk about girls and not of God. From 4 P. M. to 
2 A. M. men sit in the plaza portales drinking, smoking, 
telling smutty stories and talking about the women 
who pass by. The leading subject of ‘‘town talk’’ is 
girls, the one they went to the movie with last, the other 
one the night before, and the one they hope to get 
tonight. I saw them flirt, though I couldn’t under- 
stand their loud laughs and earnest talk. I asked my 
Spanish-speaking friend what it was all about. He 
replied, ‘‘Guilty love.“ Even Americans who stay here 
for any length of time slip into the same habit. One 
can’t talk five minutes to a citizen of Vera Cruz with- 
out having the conversation turn to girls. An European 
told me he could scarcely make a good sale of his spe- 
cialty. When he thought he had the full attention of 
the buyer, the man would suddenly ery, ‘‘There she 
goes,’’ and dart out of the doorway after a ‘‘skirt,’’ 
returning after a while to remark, ‘‘You should have 
seen the dame I met last night.’’ 


Literature An the bookstores is not only imported 
smut from Spain and Havana and questionable classics, 
but filthy novels and salacious stories. Respectable 
couples are made to blush here three times a day when 
they sit down to eat, at the suggestive sex designs of 
bread and pastry, which look as if made in a Pom- 
peiian bake-shop. There was no mistake about the 
bad baker’s designs who moulded his bad thoughts into 
bad form, his bread suggesting the vile bread of life 
his soul fed on. Boys and men comment on this Pria- 
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pean pastry in words calculated to spoil any but a Mexi- 
can's appetite. This is old as Rome and as rotten. 

In the classics we read that the ancient Romans re- 
clined at tables painted with lascivious pictures and 
carved with indecent puppets, and were surrounded by 
slaves ready to pick their toe-nails and wash their 
feet in wine, or hand them feathers with which to gag 
and vomit. Harlots fanned them and ‘‘softeners’’ 
rubbed their limbs, while they drank wines mixed with 
perfumes from Priapean cups, gorged on wild boar, 
nightingales and ostrich brains and pastry in the shape 
of a phallus. Passing by an open door café on the main 
avenue, I was struck with horror to see a girl with loose 
dress and looks smoking a cigaret and sitting with one 
foot on the table and the other in her gentleman 
friend’s lap. This form of table etiquette we were un- 
accustomed to but after a week’s stay in Vera Cruz 
nothing surprised us. 

You are soon known here by the company you keep 
or keep away from. A resident told me that if one 
were foolish enough to be seen walking in the plaza 
with a pretty girl one night, it would not simply be the 
talk of the town for the week but he would be compelled 
to lock his hotel door against the bargain-counter rush 
of frait female friends. 

An old U. S. miner, who had been here many years, 
affirmed that the Mexican boy was as bright, good and 
obedient to his parents as any boy in the world until he 
was about 15 years old. Then his nature utterly 
changes and his name becomes Don Juan. This isn’t a 
temporary side-track but the main line of his life until 
he enters Death’s depot. Not only mountain bandits 
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commit atrocities on women but city boys and men kill 
their dancing partners with worse than Apache vice 
and violence. The word ‘‘morality’”’ is not in Mexican 
literature or life. At the wharf half-naked starved 
girls beg for bread and sell themselves to the sailors for 
cake or candy. 

The people make themselves a sewer for immoral 
filth, court the devil Lust that eats and burns up their 
blood; are spendthrifts of body and soul; waste their 
inheritance to purchase dirty, loathed disease; pawn 
their bodies to a dry-rot evil; make themselves patients 
for Lust’s rendezvous, a hospital, where their bill of 
fare is pills, not beef, and the doctor’s bill is longer 
than the moral law they have violated. What I have 
written here about Vera Cruz morals applies to the rest 
of Mexico where conditions are the same or worse. 

Vice in high places and leading avenues has its in- 
fluence on the lower classes. The same immorality 
publicly seen among officers and generals is found 
among the common people. If old age is aghast at 
such conduct what shall we say of youth that sees 
vice and anarchy on every side—of youth, in its criti- 
cal period, with examples of open violation of purity by 
military officers? 

If a Mexican sees a girl he likes, he doesn’t take the 
trouble to court or marry her, but lives with her until 
tired of her, then casts her out for some new fancy. 
Incidentally there is marital laxity in all countries but 
in Mexico it is the rule, and free love goes to all 
lengths. At the railway station young men outcry 
the hotel runners, informing us that there are rooms 
at their homes for rent and that their pretty sisters 
will be thrown in free of charge. 
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The Mexicans have not formed the marriage habit 
but live together unmarried. This relation, were it 
permanently monogamous, would not be so bad, but 
they change wives oftener than they do their dirty 
clothes. Generally there is no more sense of love, 
decency and morality in the home than is possessed by 
the pigs and dogs that run in and out of the adobe 
houses. Old men have love affairs with young girls 
and boys with young women. It doesn’t induce clean- 
liness nor morality for a whole family of ten or fifteen 
to live in one room and bring up children like a litter 
of pups. At the age of eight, boys are wise beyond 
their years; at fifteen they are young Lotharios. It is 
really shocking to us in America, but in Mexico it is 
not even a matter of comment. All this Mexican im- 
morality suggests India where love ripens and rots be- 
fore twelve years of age. In the United States, when 
most young girls of twenty are looking for a husband, 
their Indian sisters of the same age are wives, mothers, 
grandmothers and old women—world-weary and 
wrecked. 


The high and low classes in Mexico are as immoral as 
those in Spain and South America. The girls are hot- 
house plants. They tinkle the piano, make love and 
lace, read pious meditations, flirt when they get a 
chance and run away with the first gay Lochinvar who 
rides by. 

Even before the days of the revolution it was an 
established custom, and not considered improper, for a 
man to pick up a pretty girl on the street or in the 
store, go to her home, be introduced to her family, and 
with the smiling consent of her parents and brothers, 
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share her room that night. Of course, street walkers 
take their exereise at night, but you would be surprised 
to know of the money-mad husbands here who rent 
or sell their wives for so many days or nights a week. 
The ‘‘good’’ hotels are decidedly ‘‘bad’’ for they take 
out assignation-house licenses. 

The Ten Commandments are little in evidence in the 
country and free love prevails with the fruit of seventy- 
five per cent of illegitimate births. A respectable 
bachelor is not qualified to enter society until several 
children call him ‘‘papa.’’ Few men are without a 
separate establishment for affinities. 


A negro sergeant was drilling his men and noticed 
that one in the rear rank was somewhat bowlegged. 
„Stand at ’tention, nigger,’’ he barked. 
“T’se at ’tention, Sa’gent.’’ 
„Nigger, from yo’ knees up you is at ’tention; but 
from yo’ knees down yo’ at parade rest. 
* * * 


„Now, brethren,’’ said the Pastor, in buying 
these new collection baskets, shall we have just plates 
or baskets with long handles?’’ 

Put on the long handles!’’ shouted Brother Spif- 
fins, who used to be a palmist. 

* * * 


There's one thing about the patent medicine al- 


manac that can always be relied upon. They give accu- 
rate and truthful accounts of when the eclipses occur. 


When the stovepipe fell, the soot followed suit. 


* 
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Plump Polly Puckers. 


Plump Polly, possessing pathetic past, participates 
proudly, preparing pancakes, pastry, persimmons, pie, 
pickerel, pea puree. 

Parsimonious Paul perspires perpetrating passé 
piano pieces, perforce poverty, providing plenty pro- 
fanities per pious prudish persons. 

Portly Polly prefers perfect phonographic peace. 

Paul’s position prompts proud posing. Purpose 
—promote pleasant prattle per peevish Polly. 

Purpose Prostrated! 

Paul performs perilous penury, pawning priceless 
platinum pendant, procuring proceeds, preparatory 
purchasing perfume pleasing Polly. 

Pseudo Paul pawns, purchases, presents. 

Pert Polly permits pulse palpitation. 

Psyche’s promotion powerfully progressive. 

Polly pines possessing Paul’s pulchritudinal phy- 
sique. 

Prodigious Paul proposes perpetual partnership. 

Pair pet, press, pucker. 

Proof—Perseverance pays. 


—Edgar M. Schoenberg. 


kd * * 


The Naked Truth. 


If the women of Los Angeles ever adopt the fashion 
of going bare-legged on the streets of the city we shall 
feel justified in calling them legs instead of limbs.— 
Los Angeles Times. 
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By JOSEPH SCHNEIDER. 


ES, Ma 'am, Terpsichore old girl, I’ve snared the 
Y itest dope on this here dance question and I’m 
going to hand you and our readers the newest 
line of palaver, that was ever chattered by an author- 
ity on high-stepping, meaning, of course, myself. As 
you know, every first class essay, what this is going 
to be, has to have, what has been nicknamed an exposi- 
tion of the proposition, which translated in common 
sense means a correct explanation of the thing you are 
trying to explain. So to make myself clear, I’m going 
to hand you one of ‘‘them’’ expositions, which is guar- 
anteed to kill at one hundred paces with all funeral 
expenses paid. With this clarifying admonition, a 
nickname for advice, prepare for a christian burial. 
As you ought to know, but probably don’t, a phenom- 
enon is one of those things in nature, that is, because it 
has happened and happens because it transpires. There 
is no reason for phenomenons except that they got to 
be. Well, we had one of them phenomenons at the vil- 
lage hall the other evening and I was there. Fellows, 
what haven’t got a poetic license calls it a dance, but 
what’s the use being unoriginal. In the olden days, 
they used to call it a ball, for the reason that he grab- 
bed she and then they rolled around a little. But that 
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hasn’t got enough pep, punch or originality anymore 
and besides it’s no fun rolling around, seeing it’s after 
July Ist. So what those tall-stepping ‘‘waltz hounds’’ 
up and does, but calls it a jazz festival and gets away 
with it. 

Well, when they start to inaugurate this combination 
grizzly-bunny-hug-shimmee-she-wabbling festivication, 
me and Kid Herpercide was standing in front of the 
glide emporium just about the time the jazz artists 
were ready to shake the raggy rhythm out of their 
bazookaphones. Says the Kid, ‘‘Les git in on a little 
of this joyful novelty noise.’’ Says I, ‘‘ Alright,’’ doing 
the wife“ act, fumbling through my pocket, leaving 
on as how I left my pocket book t’ home. The Kid 
didn’t fall for it, so I knows it’s up to me to ‘‘ooze’’ in 
on my face, knowing that I was taking advantage of 
the zoo-keeper, being as how I am so handsome. The 
Kid plants down a berry and a dime, what is explained 
as a bonus to Uncle Sam, because he let us help him 
win the war. There was a guy at the door, that slipped 
all those jazz demons what produced the kale, a blue 
ribbon countersign which gave everyone of them 
‘*euckoos’’ the priviliginous right to love up his neigh- 
bor’s wife and hug each ‘‘sweet thing’’ with impunity, 
which is another way of saying, that he can use both 
arms, without haffen to pay the judge for it in the 
morning. Well, I slipped by this animal keeper at the 
front gate, as I was completely disguised behind the 
ambuscade (the camouflage term for long whiskers) of 
a three weeks’ shave and he thinks maybe I was a bul- 
shevik or a anti-saloon leaguer or something like that. 
And I wants to state with firm insistantation right here, 
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even if I has sank so low as to drink red pop and vote 
the democratic ticket, no one can slip me the accusation 
that I ever associated on intimate terms with the bar- 
bers. 


Well, I wasn’t in that jazz parlor more than half a 
minute, new time, when I lamped the bird, that must be 
at least second cousin to the gink what discovered the 
‘‘shimme.’’ I figured in a flash that he was the sensa- 
tion of the evening. The more I looked at that ‘‘fufu,’’ 
writhing in blissful agony, the more I felt sure that he 
was the sensation of a coupla seasons. Now, I know 
he’s the sensation of the last three centuries. Old man 
Noah, had this bird of paradise on the job, when he led 
the baby kangaroo down the gang plank of the ark, 
else how could a kangaroo walk that way. 


I grabbed me an education watching this jazz sensa- 
tion and the female creation that played opposite him 
get under way. He slaps a high and fast one around 
her neck. She chucks an inshoot to his ribs. He fol- 
lows up with a wicked one about the belt. The slip- 
horn manipulator draws a bass obligato groan out of 
his slippery slide, the drummer beats the life out of a 
cow bell and the piano man just whips them ivories to 
death. And like a big boat getting started, he and she 
shivered their way through the varying stages of hesi- 
tation to the final degrees of perfect ‘‘shimme-ing.’’ 
There are rules that govern every jazz movement and 
direct every wabbling maneuver; you do not move the 
feet. Wonderful snake-like movement, controlling 
every muscle from the shoulder to the knee. You wiggle 
your left fin like the St. Vitus dance and pose your 
right shoulder like the rock of Gibralter. He puts his 
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sweaty face on she and she puts her powdered cheek 
on he. It's easy. No work at all. Don't even have to 
stand up. She braces you and you brace her like two 
rifles at stack arms. 

I gave this stuff the eager eye while the ladies and 
their male escorts perspired and sweated and expended 
energy and the orchestra tunefully kidded old Man 
Music into believing that he was like old wine, getting 
better with age. And when the harmonies ceased to 
continue, a lantern-jawed swain, with nothing on his 
mind but his pompadour, juffawed ‘‘more, more,’’ like 
he was asking for seconds in the chow-line at the corner 
saloon. 

On with the dance. I looks up and there is Kid Her- 
percide himself stepping ’er off and telling lies to a 
peroxide individual of feminine characteristics who 
wore a red neck-tie. The Kid was plumb loco and I 
accumulated so much disgust that I sneaks to the 
Watch Dog of the Treasury, what guards the shekels 
at the door and demand my money back. And not 
getting it, I goes out under God’s canopy (class to that 
poetry, eh, Terpsi) and tells my troubles to the stars. 


Christian Science is the right kind of medicine for 
the wrong kind of ailments. Some folks think they are 
sick until they get all the symptoms mentioned in any 
well regulated patent medicine almanac, when if they 
only thought that they were well every imaginary ache 
and pain would be forgotten. It’s the ‘‘crepe-hang- 
ers’ ” union that makes folks imagine that the wood- 
peckers”’ are lighting on the house top. 
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The Man Hater. 


WILL not be weak. I will never fall in love. I will 
| remember that men are without conscience or char- 

ity. I will forbid myself the association of men, or 
the acquaintance of men. I hate men. I hate them. 

I hate the way they stare. I hate the thoughts I 
read in their eyes. There was one on the street car 
today—a type. I felt as if I were a cat, and my fur 
bristling at the sight of him. Another spoke to me as I 
left. I wished then that I were a cat, with claws and 
teeth. If all the men in the world except my father 
were driven out or killed that would be better—it 
would be a happy place. Now, I guess I am a cat. 

Is there to be any relief ever? Am I always to be 
haunted and watched? Who was it wrote about the 
Alaskan dog being watched greedily and hungrily by 
team-mates, ready to tear it to pieces when it falls from 
exhaustion? Are men like that? I believe it. Man is 
like a blind dog in a meat house. 


* * * 


Old friends are the best friends, 
Their welcome rings out true; 

When others pass you onward, 
You’! find they’ll stick by you. 


* * * 


A woman with beautiful teeth is justified in laugh- 
ing at most any kind of a joke. 

The fact that the boy campers can build a fire 
without matches does not prove that after they get 
back they can build one in the kitchen stove for mother. 
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Personal. 


The Omaha Bee prints the following “personals 
of ex-service men 

Percival Filbert, who was a swivel chair captain 
during the war, participating in such history-making 
actions as the charge of the depot brigade at the battle 
of Camp Funston, is back at his old job slinging sodas 
at the Dirty Corner’s pharmacy. 

Pete Greasyneck, who was valet to a team of mules 
at Camp Lewis, left last week to take charge of the 
construction work on the new Hashdash dam in Poison 
Hollow, Arizona. He is making the trip to Poison Hol- 
low in his new Jowll Soyce, which he bought with the 
proceeds of a crap game with a regiment of shavetails 
on the day he was discharged from the army. 

George Thisseldown Chomwoley De Pussey, aid- 
de camp to Gen. Bushwa at the ’steenth officers’ loaf- 
ing-in camp, returned to his old position at the ribbon 
counter of the Elephant department store yesterday. 
Mister (formerly major) De Pussey was discharged 
from the army several months ago, but he was out of 
work for some time owing to the ribbon counter clerks’ 
strike. Puss says he hopes they have another war 
pretty soon, as he can never resign himself to taking 
orders from that man Smith, who is the head floor- 
walker. Smith was only a corporal at Cany Gloom, 
while Mr. Puss was a personnel. 


The case of two heads being better than one is ex- 
emplified in the barrel. S 
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Passing of ‘‘Sappho’’ 


cdeger 


TTT 


ieee 


i 


S the theater becoming immoral? The majority of 
| critics claim it is. The WHIZ BANG disagrees on 

this point. We claim the motion picture develop- 
ment has stopped the sporadic growth of suggestive 
plays on the legitimate stage. 

The immoral, or at least suggestive plays made 
their first appearance in any large number twenty 
years ago. Witness Three Weeks,” ‘‘Sappho,’’ Du 
Barry’’ and others, and still today you will find these 
plays in oblivion. Together with them, the women 
who starred in such plays are almost unheard of today. 
Most prominent among these is Olga Nethersole. 

She was an English governess in the ’80’s and 
startled London with her portrayals of ‘‘The Trans- 
gressor,’’ ‘‘Magda”’ and other productions of like char- 
acter. 

Twenty years ago Miss Nethersole shocked two 
continents with her ‘‘Sappho Kiss.’’ She always main- 
tained that playing the parts of these easy women 
would ‘‘make’’ her. Witness her interview to the 
Minneapolis Journal more than five years ago, in which 
she is quoted as having said: 

People have not understood that I chose to play 
prostitutes because I have felt it my work to aid the 
world by showing the suffering in it. If I felt that I 


had not been chosen for this task I should never have 
given my life to it. 

Do you know the story of Alexander Dumas, the 
younger? He was an illegitimate son, whose father 
refused to wed his mother. Thereupon the son gave 
up his life to the cause of woman and wrote his plays 
with the suffering of woman uppermost. ‘Camille’ 
will live forever. 

“I have felt that if I could show the suffering and 
the misery that illicit passion causes I could do some- 
thing for the world, could point a way toward remov- 
ing the evil.’’ 

And today, Olga Nethersole’s prediction has fallen 
flat. Her name, or the names of her mimics, no longer 
are blazoned on the electric signs of Broadway. Olga 
Nethersole, and the principle for which she stood, are 


in oblivion. 
y * * 


Quick Recipe for H. C. a 


Why not try this to solve the H. C. of L.? 
“Eat dried apples for breakfast, 
Drink water for dinner and 
Let them swell for supper.’’ 
—Skit I. Busom. 


* * * 


Oh, Pluto! 


In selling Pluto water at a big discount Louie 
proved himself a real benefactor. He knew what those 
bargain chasers would need most after they got through 
yesterday.—Montevideo American. 
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Nice Bachelor. 
(From Winona, Minn., Republican-Herald.) 


WANTED—Position as housekeeper for a widower or a bache- 
lor with no children.—Address A-584. 


* ** * 


(Petersburg, Va., ad.) 


Elegantly furnished front room for one week to a temporarily 
married couple. 


Combination Sex. 
(From the Publishers’ Auxiliary.) 


COMBINATION MAN OR GIRL can have a good steady job on a 
good country weekly. 


* * * 


The Owl Car, Perhaps. 


(From the Shreveport Times.) 
Young girl to share room on Highland car. Call old phone 2209. 
* * * 


GIRL WANTED—Bright, capable chambermaid. Must be hus- 
tler. DeLuxe Hotel. 


“WANTED—A clean young man to learn to make candy.”— 
Rockford, III., ad. 
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Adios, Cheek Dancers. 


Hereafter it will require more cheek than nature 
allows to do ‘‘cheek dancing’’ in the inner circles of 
Detroit’s exclusive clubs. 

The initial step to abolish this ‘‘clubby’’ form of 
dancing was issued by the entertainment committee of 
the Detroit Golf club on an engraved card bearing the 
club’s exquisite blue and gold crest. The inscription 
reads: 

„The entertainment committee regrets that this no- 
tice is necessary to abolish the so-called ‘cheek danc- 
ing,’ which is being indulged in by a few at the club. 
This form of dancing will not be tolerated and a repeti- 
tion of same will be referred to the board of directors 
for suspension.“ 

„Cheek dancing’’ is done by partners placing their 
right cheeks together. The result is a Siamese twin 
effect that disturbs the sense of propriety of sideline 
spectators and the more dignified sons and daughters 
of Terpsichore. In some instances when the lady is 
considerable shorter than her partner she is obliged to 
nestle her head in his neck, all of which provides an 
added shock for the elders. 


* * * 
„Smile awhile, for while you smile another smiles 


and soon there’s miles and miles of smiles, and Life’s 
worth while because you smile.“ — 


* * * 


The old-time lover knelt at her feet; the modern 
sits her on his knee. 


20 Captain Billy's Whiz Bang 


Aenne 


The Naughty Wind 
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H, boy! You can talk about your hula hula girls 
in Honolulu, but there’s something else that the 
Hawaiian chamber of commerce forgot to men- 

tion in their tourist literature. 

There are 100,000 Japs in the Hawaiian Islands and 
a good proportion of them are Japanese women, and 
many of these women are nice little youthful rascals. 

The Japanese, women as well, dress mostly in the 
original native garb. The writer saw only one ‘‘ Ameri- 
canized'' Japanese girl during a year’s stay in the 
Hawaiian paradise.“ 

Yea, bo. They wear a kimona that has a ‘‘fold,’’ an 
overlapping of about four or five inches, at the front. 
Beginning above the hips up to the breast is a wide 


sash, held in place by a board at the back, serving like 
ə modern corset. 

But when the wind blows you do not gaze upon a 
pretty ankle. You can see that any time in Honolulu, 
because the Japanese girl’s stockings don’t reach any 
higher than the angle. But when the wind blows the 
kimona forms a big kite, and if the girl is headed into 
the wind, she looks something like a butterfly. Perhaps 
that is where the name Madame Butterfly’? came 
from. 


Captain Billy's Whiz Bang 21 


But do you think the Japanese girl hurriedly pulls 
her kimona back into place? No, nothing of the kind. 
She keeps right on going, unconcerned as can be. 

And the funny part of it is, the Japanese men don’t 
seem to pay any attention whatever to the sights. But 
the Americans? Aw, now, you’re getting personal. 


* * * 
Noonan's Sunshine. 


From what we can gather, a profiteer is the other 
fellow. 

If this is Indian summer the Indians can have our 
share of it. 

One reason why it is easy to get a drink in San 
Francisco is because it is a dry town. 

There’s a nip in the air these mornings, and it’s about 
the only nip we get these days. 

With milk due to go up again, the bolsheviki isn’t 
half as dangerous as the cowsheviki. 

Robbinsdale man shot at a chicken and hit his 
mother-in-law. She probably took it as a compliment 
at that. 

Several papers are arguing the important question 
whether a North Dakota girl can be considered a 
prairie chicken. 

* * * 

The claim of Mlle. Bourgeoisdite Mistinquett that 
hers are the most beautiful legs in the world brought 
a vigorous denial from our own Ann Pennington. All 
Paris acclaimed those of the French dancer, who says 
she bathes them in milk and has had them insured for 
$100,000.—Kansas City Star. 
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Jake’s a Funny Guy—Always Fussin’ Around Me, 
But He Never Gives Me Any Jack. 


ELLO there, Gertie! Gee, I haven’t seen youse 
H for a dog’s age. How you and your new guy 

gettin’ along? Gosh, Gert, you’d ort t’ have 
been at the dance last night. Me’n Jake went, and we 
had a swell time, believe me Gert. 


Jake got hold of a pint somewhere’s and we goes up 
to one of them Chink chop suey joints and buys a booth. 
We has a couple Chow Meins and a coupla swigs at 
Jake’s nannygoat juice. Believe me, Gert, I feel like 
buttin’ somebody after drinking that stuff Jake gets, 
but you know, Gert, we has got to take what we can 
get nowadays. 


Jake’s a funny guy, Gert. He’s all the time fussin’ 
around yuh—me, I mean. Can’t even sit at a table 
without movin his knees or something. Honest, he 
makes me so mad. Never gives a fellow time to think, 
much less eat. Gawd, I’m glad, though, he ain’t like 
Harry. Harry’d always be playin on the beach with 
my toes. Foolish like a fox, y’ know. 


Well, anyhow, we went to the dance afterward. 
Jake’s sure a swell dancer, Gert. You’d ort to meet 
him, 
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C’mon, Gert, let’s move off this corner. That cop’s 
got his eye on me again. First thing y’ know T’ll be 
gettin’ dished into jail. 

As I wuz saying, Gert, we goes to the dance. Up at 
Bowlby’s you know. Closed doors, near beer n’ every- 
thing. Everything was goin’ lovely, only Jake got 
kinda sore because I wuz dancing twice in a row with 
that bartender from Butter’s, but I quieted him o.k., 
as it were, so to speak. 

After a while the Professor announced his new dance, 
which he called the Hi Diddle Diddle Jazz, and he 
shows Jake and I how to do it. Honest, Gert, it’s 
great. 

Yuh line up the same as before, y’ know. The Pro- 
fessor puts Jake’s both arms around me middle back 
and says Hold Tight,“ and believe me Jake did. The 
poor fish was crocked. ‘‘Wiggle,’’ says the Professor. 
We did. Now, bend backwards on the fourth beat,“ 
said the Professor to me. I did, but that dog-goned 
Jake couldn’t pull me up again and I fell right on my 
back. Imagine, Gert, how that gang was laffin’ at us. 
Į felt like beating his can off’n him. 

However, as it were, y’ know, we tried it again, but 
no more bending backward for this coo-coo. Jake 
finally got so organized I thought I’d better take him 
home. 

„Grace,“ he says, I'm (hic) goin’ to be a regular 
sport with yuh.’’ 

„What yuh mean?’’ says I, suspicious like. 

“I’m goin’ tuh take you to a regular supper,“ he 
says. 

„Fine,“ sez I, enthusiastic, ‘‘where’ll we go.“ 


TT ĩ· 


Let's go up to your flat,“ he says. 

Imagine the nerve of the dirty bum, Gertie. I slam- 
med him right on the bean and left him flat. 

$ * * * 

What time is it Gert? Wake up. What time is it? 
Eleven o’clock? C’mon, get up. Let's get breakfast. 
Anybody got an eye-opener? 

Thanks! Gosh I wish I had some aspirin. 

Thanks for the aspirin. 

Well, s’long, Gertie. See you next month. 

Song. 


* * * 


Proof. 


A college student had a barrel of ale deposited in his 
room, contrary, of course, to rule and usage. He re- 
ceived a summons to appear before the college presi- 
dent. 

Sir, I am informed that you have a barrel of ale in 
your room,’’ said the latter. 

Ves, Bir. 

„What explantion can you make?’’ 

„Why, the fact is, sir, my physician advises me to 
try a little each day as a tonic, and not wishing to go 
to the various places where the beverage is retailed I 
arranged to have a barrel in my room.’’ 

Indeed! And have you derived any benefit from 
the use of it?“ 

Oh, yes, sir. When the barrel was first taken to my 
room I could scarcely lift it. Now I can carry it easily.’’ 
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Hard On Good Clothes. 


The pictures“ were a great novelty in Slowville; 
any traveling outfit was sure of crowded houses. 

Recently old Mrs. Brown yielded to her husband’s 
persuasions, and paid her first visit to the cinema. She 
put on her Sunday bonnet and cloak in honor of the 
great event. 

As they entered, a thrilling cowboy film was being 
shown, in which men, cattle and horses were well 
mixed. 

Mrs. Brown gripped her husband nervously by the 
arm. 

„Bill, she whispered frantically, „I'm going 
straight out. Just look at the dust them ’osses and 
cows is raisin’! My clothes will be ruined.’’ 


* * * 


Charles Hugh Wilson of Barnesville, Mo., was arrest- 
ed on a charge of having married eight wives. He 
pleaded guilty but insisted that too much matrimony 
had made him a better man, offering in evidence this 
touching bit of poetry composed while in jail: 


King Solomon and King David 
In youth led wayward lives. 

Each had a few affinities, 
Besides their numerous wives. 


But when old age came rolling on, 
With all its aches and qualms, 
King Solomon wrote the proverbs 
And David wrote the Psalms. 


— ~- 
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Questions and Answers 


A 


Dear William—I recently met a cute little second 
lieutenant on the train and am very anxious to get in 
touch with him. He said his name was Joe Latrino 
and that he was in the Sanitary Corps. How may I 
find him?—Worried Winnifred. 

Write to him in care of the Captain of the Head, 
U. S. Navy. 


Dear Captain Billy—I was riding home on a street 
car the other night. A woman was holding an infant, 
which started to cry. I asked her what the baby was 
crying for, and she said because her dress buttoned 
from the back. Why should the baby cry on account of 
styles?—Ima Boob. 


The baby probably sympathized with its father. 


Dear Skipper Bill What's the difference in a cootie, 
a ‘‘gray-back’’ and a conscientious objector ?—Puzzled 
Pussy. 

A cootie has military training which is lacking in 
all other species of vermin. 


Dear Captain Billy I am a foreigner and would like 
to know what is a sport.—Mikelovitch. 

Mike, in England a sport is a chappie who’s game 
enough to make a wager. In America a sport is some- 
one the police are looking for. 
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Dear Captain Bill My husband told me last night 
that I was like an airplane. What did he mean? 
Mrs. Newlywed. 


He probably meant you were no good on earth. 


Dear Captain Billy—Will you please give me a re- 
ceipt for making whiskey? What is it made of?— 
Oscar Pepper. 

(a) The prohibition law won’t permit giving a re- 
ceipt for whisky. (b) Judging from its effects, whisky 
is made out of boxing gloves and skirts. 


Dear Captain Billy—What are the principal medi- 
cines used by the United States Army.—Rookie. 

It used to be cotton and iodine, but lately the list of 
supplies has been increased by the addition of C-C 
pills and salts. 


Dear Captain Billy—What is your opinion of a man 
who takes his girl friend to the theater and then makes 
her walk home alone?—Perplexed Pauline. 

I believe he has as much brains as a rookie searching 
for a bucket of reveille and then beating a hasty re- 
treat for a yard of skirmish line with which to tie a 
shavetail to Post No. 1. 


Dear Captain Billy—Why is the I. W. W. compared 
to the Russian Bolshevist ?—Intellectual Ike. 
Listen to the ‘‘ Wobbly” battle song as it appears in 
their handbook and form your own opinion: 2 
Onward Christian Soldiers, 
Smash and Hit and Fight. 
Ask the Gentle Jesus, 
To Bless our Dynamite. 


— 


. 


Dear Captain Billy — What is the best way to enter- 
tain a young lady. Bashful Bud. 


Let her read WHIZ BANG. 


Dear Captain Billy—I am run down and seem to lack 
pep. What is the cause of this?—Sickly Sid. 


You must specify your habits in order to get a defi- 
nite answer. However, according to Dr. William 
Brady, the following kills pep: Overeating—eating 
more than enough to maintain normal weight; failure 
to take daily general exercises—for exercise is essen- 
tial for complete combustion and elimination of wastes 
and by-products; coddling — wearing anything not 
really necessary for physical (not alone mental) com- 
fort; moderate indulgence in alcohol, tobacco and other 
drugs; emotional excesses, especially before the shrine 
of Venus; confinement in foul air, which is air heated 
above 68 degrees Fahrenheit and kept as still as pos- 
sible; exhausting bacterial infections such as typhoid 
fever, pneumonia, septicemia; and finally, just dignity, 
or acting these factors kill pep. 


Dear Captain Billy—What is the difference between 
Spanish Flu and Spanish Fly ?—Swede Harriet. 

Spanish Flu is a disease. Spanish fly is a drug, 
technically known as cantharides and is used as a 
plaster to cure rheumatism. It is also administered in- 
ternally by livestock breeders to cure bladder troubles, 
etc., suffered by cattle. 


* * * 


Things which you do not hope happen more fre- 
quently than things which you do hope.—Plautus. 
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Nothing Naughty Here. 


ERE is a letter a Minneapolis girl received from 
H a St. Paul man. After she got it, she took it to 
a lawyer to see whether she could sue the man 

for breach of promsie. The lawyer couldn’t figure it 
out, but he took it to the postoffice department and 
tried to find out whether he could have the writer 
arrested for sending improper matter through the 
mails. There are two ways of figuring out the erypto- 
gram. One of these is that established by Poe in his 
story of ‘‘The Gold Bug.’’ It starts with the recur- 
rence of the letter ‘‘e,’’ the most used letter in all the 
alphabet and appears most often in almost any given 
sentence. There is one other way in which the crypto- 
gram can be easily solved, but the readers must find 


that out for themselves. The letter: 
E3q4 Jqgi3: 


i 24858ht 5y8w 035534 59 697 8h d9e3 59 w23 y97 jqh6 eqjh 
r99ow 2800 546 59 w9i3 85. U(YH. 


Almost any stenographer can figure this out, but 
we’d advise them not to try. 
* * * 
Est. 
(From the Jefferson County Union.) 

An enterprise that promises to be of considerable 
interest to dairy farmers of Jefferson county will locate 
in Ft. Atkinson about Nov. 1. It is the Bull Milking 
Machine Company. 

The promoters of the Bull Milking Machine Co. 
may be interested in this, from the Belvidere Republi— 
can: 

„For Sale High grade roan milking Shorthorn 
bull. See Ray Conley.“ 
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O again there is hope for us wicked, wilful 


U 


Monkey Mongrels 
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and weak-minded men who have reaped and gar- 

nered the harvest of a misspent life. Hope 
dangles on the theory of the implantation of a monkey 
gland. Hells bells, Doc, hand us two or three glands 
at once. But be sure you get us the 1920 model of 
monkey. 


As we absorb the story about this monkey gland, it is 
touted as a magic that will put the jazz in 70-year-old 
feet, restore white or grizzled locks to their pristine 
hue, iron the wrinkles out of the cheeks, off the fore- 
head and away from the eyes, fill up the cavities in the 
neck, straighten the bent spinal column, steady the 
hand that wields the pen, put ginger where chalk is in 
the joints, make the pulse beat firmer and faster, paint 
a sunrise flush on the face—in short, give a man all the 
vim, vigor and vinegar’’ that an athlete can use in 
his business. 


One skeptical newspaper paragrapher says he won’t 
take any stock in the gland story unless somebody can 
show him that it will make an octogenarian climb a,- 
tree and leap nimbly from bough to bough, clinging the 
while with strong hands to whatever holds him up. 
That, perhaps, is asking too much, seeing that the 
tastes of very few men, young, middleaged or old, run 
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to tree-climbing. It should be proof enough of the 
virtue of the monkey gland accessory if, when attached, 
warmed up and set to work, it makes a human mechan- 
ism of the vintage of about 1840 want to break the 
speed record and hustle past all the old danger signals 
that Nature had reared along the course. 

Just as some of us were bucking up hope of youth 
renewed like the eagle’s, Dr. William Mayo is quoted 
as saying in New York that he never had heard either 
of the Paris scientist, or of the particular gland re- 
ferred to. It is possible, of course, that the 1920-21 
model of monkey, unlike his anthropoidean quadru- 
manous mammal ancestors, has this attachment and 
that a specimen thus equipped has not fallen under the 
observation of American scientists, although we have 
been reading about glands and glands warranted to 
upset the venerable itinery of Mother Nature. 

Anyway, like a drowning man, we’ll grasp at the 
last straw because we vainly desire to follow that mot- 
to: Our step is pep; our creed is speed.“ Place your 
gland orders early, all you old-timers, and remember 
that the older the buck the vounger- must be your 
monkey glands. i 


* * * 


The wampum they used to strive so strenuously to 
get and fight each other for is no good now to the mum- 
mies. : 

* * * f 

The only reason why people who mind their own 
business succeed is because they have so little compe- 
tition. 
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Smokehouse Poetry 
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The WHIZ BANG announces the winners of the De— 
cember poets’ contest for the best limerick, best ‘‘sob 
song’’ and best joyful jingle submitted by amateur 
Kiplings. Similar contests will be held each month. 
Here is the winning ‘‘sob song’’: 


Chicken Fever. 
By Field Ashworth, 


Prize Winner. 


(Written for the WHIZ BANG.) 
Broke, broke, broke, 
But it sure was some night, O Gee, 
My tongue is thick and fuzzy 
From the stuff they sold to me. 


It’s jake for my lady guest, 

I think she went south with my jack, 
It was fine for the taxi bird 

Who motored us there and back. 


Pink elephantines, i know, 
Didn’t vanish July the first, 

The devils danced on my bed all night 
And I woke with an awful thirst. 


Broke, broke, broke, 
I'm through with this rounding, right 
Damn that phone! “Oh, hello there, kid! 
Say, what're y’ doing tonight?” 
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Feeling the Wheeling Ceiling. 
By Earl Girard. 


Limerick Prize Winner: 


There was a young lady from Wheeling, 
Who had a most terrible feeling, 

The nurse rubbed her back 

With a rough gunny sack, 
And tossed her clear up to the ceiling. 


# * * 


Twin Troubles. 


By Henry George Foss. 
Joyful Jingle Winner. 


Mrs. Brown of Golden Town, had a set of twins: 
The whooping cough took one off from this abode of 
sins. 
Number One had scarcely gone and out of coffin slid 
When Number Two got the ‘‘flu’’ and joined the 
other kid. 


# * * 


There was a Swede from Hackensack 

Who stood in the middle of the street cars’ track; 
He said, Mister, where do I go from har?”’ 

‘*You’ll go to hell if you stay where you are.“ 


* * * 


We came into this world both naked and bare; 
We go through it all with sorrow and care; 
And when we die we go, we know not where 
But if we’re thoroughbreds here we’ll be thorough- 
breds there. 
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Hell. 


Hell is not devil-crammed nor red with flame. 
That could be borne. It’s a place all dim 
Stretching beyond Eternity’s vast rim 

Where is not life nor death nor peace—nor shame, 

Nor any sound—except one whispered name, 

Nor any thought, except a memory 
Of chances lost and hopes that could not be. 
—M. B. Summer. 


Miss Quick-Change. 


She is often very pretty, this chance and change's 
daughter, 

But with a brain of thistledown and mind like running 
water; 

She has a dubious mother, ‘‘a lady with a past,“ 

Whose conduct in her early days was rather more than 
fast, 

Who gives her daughter bad advice, which she con- 
siders ‘‘cute,’’ 

But which, as she finds out in time, bears very bitter 
fruit. 


In wide but dubious circles our belle cuts quite a dash, 
Accepting jewels and dresses, and, ultimately, cash, 

And sometimes disappearing for an odd month or so— 
To come back tired and jaded, with spirits rather low. 


Sometimes her little brain perceives the foolishness of 
this, 


In time reflects that bitter woe may track a careless 
kiss; 

And so she dowers some steady chap with her experi- 
enced charms, 

And finds a safe and dreary life, as slow as singing 
psalms. 


Sometimes she treads the primrose path with careless- 
ness and glee; 

„is folly to look far ahead! ’Tis splendid to be 
free!“ 

And so she trips most gracefully to lands of love and 
fire. 

What is the final end of her? We'd better not enquire! 

Reginald Gourlay in Breezy Stories. 


* * * 


A Bird. 


Her comb’s as red as Ruby’s lips, 
And free her movement from the hips. 
Free, swinging, proud her movements go 
As she struts hither, to and fro. 
Her breast a wondrous stretch of meat, 
And dainty are her dancing feet. 

—My Turkey. 


* * * 


Old friends are the best friends, . 
Their welcome rings out true; 

When others pass you onward, 
You’ll find they’ll stick by you. 
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A Regular Girl. 


I want a girl who is good and pretty, 

Not so blame good that she cannot be witty. 

I want a girl who is saving and thrifty, 

But not so stingy she cannot dress nifty. 

I want a girl who will talk well, of course, 
Not one who talks till she talks herself hoarse. 
I want a pippin, a peach or a pearl— 

But what I want is a regular girl. 


Would that you and I with Him conspire 
To change these things of world entire; 
Would we not shatter them into bits 
And then remould them closer to the heart’s desire? 


* w = 


Private Jack Horner, 
Sat in the corner, 
Fondling a Mills grenade; 
With a silly old grin 
He pulled out the pin— 
“Sir, one rookey absent from parade.” 


Oh, You Blues! 


Ashes to ashes and sand to sand, 
If you want a lovin’ daddy 
Get a soldier man. 


There was a doctor by the name of Peck, 
Who fell in the well and broke his neck. 
The folks all said the fault was his own 
Should have tended the sick and left the well alone. 


If the ocean was beer and I was a duck, 
Td dive to the bottom and never come up.—J.M.Q. 
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What Is Life? 


By A. S. 


“Life is fire and thunder,” 
Shouts the fighter; “life is wild, 
I have ceased to pray and wonder 
Like a stupid child.” 


“Life is dust and laughter,” 
Sneers the cynic; “life grows cold, 
There is nothing waiting after 
When our hearts are old.” 


“Life is song and magic,” 
Sighs the lover; “life has wings; 
Life fills love with human, tragic, 
Dear, brave, tender things.” 


Summer Idyl. 


The dragon-flies are on the wing— 

Oh, would some power command ’em 
To fly like any decent thing, 

Instead of traveling tandem! 


Coming Up. 


John Barleycorn is dead; quite dead, 
So all the people say. 
I hate to think they are not right; 
He may be dead; he may, ' 
But in the house next door to me, F 
I judge by noises gay, 
That every second Friday night 
Is resurrection day. 
—Turner’s Weekly. 


38 : Captain Billy’s Wh 


sanssuoeenvvnuonentanenocuvuoravinoneesccuesavuueevavoveeds VANADE INEAN NADE DANNA NEE ADEO ENAU NAAN AAAAANA SNAN utter 


In the Gallery Where the Fat Men Go. 


By Louis Golding in the Cambridge (Eng.) Magazine. 


Bang 
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In the gallery where the fat men go 
They're exhibiting our guts 
Horse-betrampled in the ruts, 

And Private Tommy Spout 

With his eye gouged out;—— 


They adjust their pince-nez 

In the gentle urban way, 

And they plant their feet tight 

For to get a clearer sight. 

They stand playing with their thumbs, 
With their shaven cheeks aglow, 
For the Terror never comes, 

And the worms hear the drums 
Drumming Death dead-slow, 

In the gallery where the fat men go. 


If the gallery where the fat men go 
Were in flames around their feet, 
Or were sucking through the mud; 
If they heard the guns beat 

Like a pulse through the blood; 

If the lice were in their hair, 

And the scabs were on their tongue, 
And the rats were smiling there, 
Padding softly through the dung, 
Would they fix the pince-nez 

In the gentle urban way, 

Would the pictures still be hung 

In the gallery where the fat men go? 


A Regular Girl. 


I want a girl who is good and is pretty, 

Not so blame good that she cannot be witty. 

I want a girl who is saving and thrifty, 

But not so stingy she cannot dress nifty. 

I want a girl who will talk well, of course. 
Not one who talks till she talks herself hoarse. 
I want a pippin, a peach or a pearl— 

But what I want is a regular girl. 


Captain Billy's Whiz Bang 


Two Verdicts. 
By Arthur Lewis Tubbs. 


She was a woman, worn and thin, 

Whom the world condemned for a single sin; 
They cast her out on the King’s highway 
And passed her by as they went to pray. 
He was a man and more to blame, 

But the world spared him a breath of shame, 
Beneath his feet he saw her lie, 

But raised his head and passed her by. 

They were people who went to pray 

At the temple of God on the holy day. 
They scorned the woman, 

Forgave the man, 

It was ever thus since the world began. 
Time passed on and the woman died, 

On the cross of shame she was crucified; 

But the world was stern and would not yield, 
And they buried her in a Potter’s field. 

The man died, too, and they buried him 

In a casket of cloth with a silver rim, 

And said, as they turned from his grave away, 
‘We have buried an honest man today.“ 
Two mortals, knocking at Heaven’s gate, 
Stood face to face to enquire their fate, 

He carried a passport with earthly sign, 

But she a pardon from Love Divine. 

Oh! ye who judge ’twixt virtue and vice, 
Which think you entered to Paradise? 

Not he who the world has said would win, 
For the woman alone was ushered in. 


— 
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Our Burlesque 
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Born in Kentucky, 

Raised in Tennessee, 

Won’t somebody come 

And shimmie with me. 
—Shakesbeer. 


* * * 


Oh, f’r Goodness Sakes! 


IF THE PRICE OF SHOES KEEPS GOING UP, WHAT, IN 
HEAVEN’S NAME, WILL WE DO FOR BOOTLEGGERS? 


* * * 


The more you are a good fellow, the worse you feel 
next day. 


She was a tough old gal. It took two bottles of lemon extract 


to get her stewed. 
* * * 


Here’s an advertisement in the Minnesota Mascot: 


FOUND—An Ingersoll watch. Owner please call 
at the Mascot office and pay for this ad. 


* * * 


Since when has the editor got into the junk busi- 
ness? 
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Oh, Tempore, Oh H 3 


Wouldn’t Omar Khayam be sore if he was here. He’d change 
his immortal “Rubiyat” to this: 


Beneath a bough, a can of near beer, 
And thou— 


* *. * 


Because your wife is forty is no sign you can 
change her for two twenties. 


* * * 


The following old Mohammedan proverb undoubtedly was 
penned by a direct actionist: “One hour in the execution of justice 
is worth seventy years of prayer.” 


Fank A 
The man who chews tobacco wastes a lot of time 
looking for a place to spit. 


One daily paper speaks of the time when General Pershing 
went “over the top.” Nothing the matter with the item except 
that the general didn’t go over the top. That is one thing that 
high commissioned officers of the army don’t do. 


* * * 
It is never too hot to dance, if you are that young. 


* * * 


Here's another ditty from the Jazz Review: 
Coffee in the Pantry, 
Sugar in the Bowl, 
Mother's Down Town 
Dancing Jellyroll. 


* * * 


Most women are pure and chaste—the less pure the 
more chaste. 
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Painted Ladies 
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By J. A. SCHNEIDER. 


SMALL Minnesota village naturally is not the 

main splash in the pond of civilization, but some- 

how it gets in on the final ripples, just before the 
everwidening circles break upon the shore. The world 
moves fast and so do we, with the difference that we are 
just so many jumps behind the leaders. Moving with the 
rest, are our young ladies. Some have taken to exterior 
decorations and the number seems to grow daily, (re- 
ferring to the young ladies as well as the decorations). 
The main feature of this phase of art is displayed in the 
cheek and the color is a daubing red. Being very young 
ladies they have not quite mastered all the tricks of the 
trade, but who can blame the mademoiselles in this 
bona fide attempt at arriving at beauty. Poets have 
raved themselves into an ecstasy over the red, red lips 
and the rose-tinted cheeks of the maiden fair and our 
girls want to get in on a little of this poetry. God for- 
got to put a bit of the rose in their smiling counte- 
nances, but there is plenty at the Drug Store, so what’s 
the difference. 

And the result is some of our girls paint their faces. 
They have arrived at the age where it becomes a con- 
scientious duty to eharm the men. Beauty charms and 
pink cheeks are beautiful. Hence, they get what they 
want by buying the materials and doing their own 
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work. They make only one mistake. The men do not 
fall for camouflage, but seem to want the real thing: 
Personally, we are partial to rosy cheeks and all that, 
but we like to see the color come and go; we prefer a 
trace of pink forcing its way through the soft snow- 
white. There is nothing delicate about a painted face 
unless it is done right. We have recently seen faces 
that glare at a man like the emblazoned scarlet on the 
brilliant sign-board. If the little red school house had 
` a mind it would be sick with jealousy and a broken 
heart. The Indians painted to make themselves hor- 
ribly ugly and to prepare for battle. Whatever reasons 
our damsels may have there is no doubt they become 
ugly enough and if we were the fathers of these daubers 
in red, a battle would be staged then and there. 

Naturally all this is none of our business. We’re 
married and out of the market. But it is emphatically 
the business of all of those young men, who will eventu- 
ally look over the prospects for a wife. These fellows 
will not buy a cat in the bag. They will insist upon 
seeing what they are getting. They cannot be blamed 
for expecting to get a look at the future boss of the 
household, without being forced to peel off a few layers 
of complexion to get at the real thing. 

Our advice to the young lades is, leave the matter 
of complexion to the Almighty. If you do not like what 
you are carrying around, do not try to improve upon 
the handiwork of the Maker. The chances are He has- 
done the very best that could have been done in your 
particular case. Let well enough alone. Either this, 
or take a course in that sort of work from someone who 
knows how and fool some trustful man into being sorry 
for his action ever after, 
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He was a rather feminine young man, but he got 
into an argument with his male companion. Said the 
other fellow: 


„Do you know, a company in Cincinnati named a 
soap after you!“ 


No, is that right?’’ asked the feminine youth, in a 
high-pitched voice, What is it called?“ 


Fairy soap,” was the reply. 


A New Kind of “Draws.” 
Emily: My feet hurt. I have on patent leather 
pumps and patent leather draws. 
George: You have! 
Emily: No, it does. 


A young lady on whose lap a bug had just lit, ex- 
claimed: 


„Oh, look at that funny little bug; what kind of a 
bug is it?“ 

Her Escort: That's a lady bug.” 

Young Lady: My but you have good eyesight? 
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Bishop Hendrix said at a luncheon in Kansas City: 

There are two types of marriage—the old-fashioned 
type, with its household of merry children, and the 
new-fashioned one, with its frequent divorces. 

„An old-fashioned child said one day: 

We've got another new baby at our house.’ 

„Pooh! That's nothing,’ a new-fashioned child 
answered. We've got another new papa at ours.’ ”’ 


There are three ways in which a man can make a 
‘‘damit’’ fool of himself: Making love to his friend’s 
wife; making love to his wife’s friend, or writing let- 
ters to either of them. 

* * : * 

Pat to Mike: Did you hear that England was going 
to set Ireland free?“ 

Mike: They are?” 

Pat: Tes.“ 

Mike: And we don t have to fight for it?” 

Fat: No.“ 

Mike: „Ain t that just like dirty English?“ 

* * 

Does fishing make men liars or do only liars fish? 

Schultz was applying for a job on a ship. Asked if 
he ever had any experience, he said he had been a 
pilot on a dump. 

What do you mean, a pilot on a dump,”’ sez the ship 
captain. 

„Oh,“ sez Schultz, Casey did the digging, and I'd 
Fit 
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She came down to breakfast very late and her mother 
scanned her severely. 

Did that man kiss you last night?’’ she asked. 

Now, mother,“ said the sweet young thing, blush- 
ing, ‘‘do you suppose he came all the way from the 
Great Lakes to hear me sing?’’ 


Negro Woman to Drug Clerk: ‘‘Misto drug clerk, do 
you all exchange things here?’’ 

Drug Clerk: ‘‘Why, yes madam, we do.’’ 

Negro Woman: ‘‘Well I was jist wonderin’ if yo’ 
would take back this here good fer nuffin thing an’ give 
me a bottle of Mellen’s food instead.“ 


* * * 


Here’s an old timer, rejuvenated for the occasion. 
Rebecca was a fat woman and she and her husband, 
Abe, started to drive to town. A highway robber held 
them up, but Rebecca had managed to hide her rings 
and so saved them. After the robber had left, taking 
Abe’s horse and buggy with him, Abe said: 

“Rebecca, vere did you hide the rings?’’ 

‘In my stocking,” said Rebacca, proudly. 

‘‘Mine Gott, for vy didn’t you say so before. We 
could have saved the horse and buggy.” 


* * * 


Ikey was engaged to marry Rebecca. His friend Abe 
heard about it and came over to see Ikey. 

“Don’t do it, don’t do it already yet,“ warned Abe. 

“For vy?” asked Ikey. 
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15 oi, there's someting the mattah wid her,“ said 
be. 

Vat iss it?” asked Ikey. 

“Vy, don’t you know, dot girl sits on the park 
benches with nearly every man in East Chicago.” 

“Vell,” said Ikey, with a shrug of his shoulders, 
vat of it? East Chicago ain't such a large city.” 


The farmer came home from town to tell his wife 
about the Dance of the Seven Veils’’ he had witnessed 
at a burlesque show. 

“It was like this,’ he explained, every time the 
girl danced she took off a veil, but she refused to re- 
spond for the seventh encore.’’ 

Friend wife was greatly relieved. 


As girl and adorer sat on the bench in the moon- 
light side by side, the young man said: 

“Is your little Pekinese affectionate?’ 

‘‘ Affectionate? Indeed he is.” the girl replied. 
„Here, Fido! Come here and show Tom Jones how to 
kiss me.’’—Detroit Free Press. 


* * * 


s 
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„Now, brethren,” said the Pastor, ‘‘in buying these 
new collection baskets, shall we have just plates or 
baskets with long handles?’’ 

Put on the long handles!“ shouted Brother Spif- 
fins, who used to be a palmist. 
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First camp cook—‘‘The captain was in here today 
and raised hell with me. Says he, ‘Cook, this soup 
tastes like dishwater.’ ’’ 

Second cook. An' what did you say!“ 

First camp cook... What could I say: It was dish- 
water.“ 

* * * 


Had Everything Else. 


Cherie,“ said the sergeant on pass, ‘‘how’d you like 
to take my name?’’ 

‘*Non,’’ said Fifi, thoughtfully, I sink I ought to 
leave you somesing.”’ 

= . * 

The only guy in the army who can blow and get away 
with it is in the band. 

** * * 

The skipper had the rookie on the carpet. The rookie 
was hardboiled. 

The skipper decided to take a fatherly attitude. 

“If you were in my place,’’ he asked, kindly, ‘‘ what 
would you do?”’ 

And right away came the answer: ‘‘Resign!’’ 

* *. * 

Marriage will never be anything but a lottery, so 
long as a man continues to spend his days“ idealizing'“ 
one kind of woman—and his evenings pursuing the 
other kind. 

* * * 

A pretty girl in her first season is the nearest thing 

to perpetual motion yet discovered. 
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Soft Bosoms Only. 


She was the sort of woman who always tells everybody her busi- 
ness. With a cheery smile she seated herself at the counter of a 
haberdasher and began: 

“My husband has been very ill—very ill, indeed. So I have to do 
his shopping, and | want a nice shirt.” 

“Certainly, madam,” said the courteous clerk. “Stiff front?” 

“Oh, no!” she explained in horrified tones. The doctor says he 
must avoid everything with starch in it.” 


* * ** 


That Shiftless Shavetail. 


He was a very young “shavetail’’ who looked as if he should be 
wearing knee breeches. 

One day, when his company was up for inspection at the training 
camp, one of the men remarked in a tone of deep sarcasm, “And 
a little child shall lead them.” 

“The man who said that, step forward,” was the immediate com- 
mand. The entire company stepped ahead. 

The lieutenant looked up and down the line. “Dismissed,” he an- 
nounced shortly. 

The men thought that they had got the better of him, but not for 
long, for that night at retreat when the orders for the following day 
were read, they heard: “There will be a 25-mile hike tomorrow with 
full equipment, and a little child shall lead them—on a damned good 


horse.” 
* * * 


Sayings of the Famous. 


Come on Seben.’’—C. Rastus Johnsing. 
‘‘Come Heah, Honey.’’—Mandy Smith. 

Up Jumped the Devil.’’—Abe Crapshooter. 
„Hit Me.’’—Blackjack Pete. 

„Gimme Two.’’—Poker John. 

“Hands Up.’’—Profiteering Pete. 
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Fable of the Painted Legs 
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NCE upon a time their were six Sweet and Swell 
O Damsels hailing from the Windy Village which 
is better known as Shy old Chi. These shy, de- 
mure and delicate lassies believed themselves to be 
double-Distilled Wonders of Aristocratic Blue Blood 
just because they journeyed twice each day to the Lake 
View High School—that noble structure which peers 
across the placid waters of the Michigan. 

Also, these Six Sweet and Swell Damsels had been 
dreaming sweet dreams of Parisian Fluffy Ruffles and 
out of these dreams comes this fable. 

They rolled their Stockings down below their Knees. 
They painted nifty little frescoes on their Shins. And 
then walked into the High School Auditorium. When 
Smelling Salts had been administered to shocked 
Maiden Teachers and prim Lady students, and the 
young Gentlemen in the room had stopped walking on 
each others necks to see the beauty parade, Six Girlies, 
who had been reading the fashion news from Paris, 
were marched downstairs. 

Then there was a session of scrubbing 12 Knees, 
hooking up 12 Stockings in the regulation way, fol- 
lowed by wailing and gnashing of teeth by the guilty 
six. 

“It was shocking,“ bellowed the Principal. 

“It was great,” exclaimed the Boys. 
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“It was nonsensical,” purred the prim Lady stu- 
dents. 


„Lake View doesn’t appreciate art,“ wept the dar- 
ing Sextet. 


Just wait,’’ said Six Sets of Parents. 


MORAL—You can’t duplicate the Moulin Rouge in 
Saintly Chi. 


They’re More Than Willing. 
(From God’s Revivalist and Bible Advocate.) 


Even in the Sodomie city of Chicago the authorities 
have found it necessary to warn certain ladies that they 
will not be permitted to use the beaches where public 
bathing is allowed unless they do away with their too 
much abbreviated bathing suits. 


Berkeley Girls Curious. 


Berkeley, California—Girls at the University of Cali- 
fornia are giving the freshmen the once over today in 
an attempt to ascertain which ones are physically per- 
fect. 

The girls are disgruntled by the action of Prof. Klee- 
berger, director of the men’s gym. First the professor 
aroused their interest by announcing 25 of the men of 
the new class were physically perfect. The girls, by 
committee, asked him to publish the names but he 
refused.—News Dispatch. D 


52 Captain Billy’s Whiz Bang 


‘uoenaycapeaneneetoreceneuuensnsynu0 4004480780009 PEN AVORAAANAR AVONA NBI UNANO ERR U UENO EEEOAQ®OERTOU CEE VNA DIDAR EREOUREUOOOREGUESENOUESLAQOUEROOUAAEQOBLEGAUOUCOSUUOTOOOQOUAAOUOECONOOESREGULEROOOUOOEOUOLEEAHIOEEOASE 


Old Age. 


When I was young and full of prunes I loved to 
roam among the dunes, where crooned the azure breezes 
dank along the old canalski bank. 

I loved to stand and gaze and sigh and watch the 
crawfish amble by, and knock their whiskers off their 
bills with railroad spikes and other pills. 

Ah, hist! gay moonrise days of yore! It certainly 
does make me sore to realize that thou are past—that 
youthhood’s pleasures all are gassed. 

Alone I sit upon my step. Oh, wouldst but didst 
I have some pep! But no! my frame is full of rust, and 
soon I’ll eroak blow up and bust! 

No more for me the witching dump, where as a 
happy care-free chump I frolicked in the bed slats, 
wire, tomato cans and brick and mire! 

My eyes are dim, my knees are weak; spectacles 
hang upon my beak; my hair is loose, my teeth are 
gray. It’s getting late—me for the hay. 

—From Life. 


* * * 


River Bank Philosophy. 


Looks like most of the craft had turned to graft. 

Among the other horrors of war silenced by the 
armistice was the bumper crop of orators. 

A lot of fellows like to go to a movie of a western?“ 
play simply to see what a bar looks like. 

What has become of the old-fashioned man who used 
to take a delight in doing a good day’s work? 


Who Wants Beer? 


per cent beer in Ontario ever since it went dry, 

and we haven’t seen the natives stampeding 
for it. Expert beer-drinkers laugh at it, or swear at it, 
according to the state of their temper and their mind. 
They do not cheer over the prospects of getting } per 
cent more of alcohol. 

Yet the drys fight the 2? per cent idea as vigorous- 
ly as they fight whiskey. They say 4 of 1 per cent is the 
limit. So the exact difference between temperance and 
intemperance, between virtue and vice, is 2} per cent. 
If 24 per cent of rum is the price of heaven-on-earth 
we’re paying for it either way.—Black and White. 


Wee: wants 24 per cent beer? They have had 24 


* * * 


Larry Ho’s Pearls. 


So long as the bee is making honey he has no time 
to sting. 

The best way to live down the past is to live up to 
the future. 

Wonderful thing about love is that everything it 
loves turns out to be worth loving. 

Manners were invented by some fellow who wanted 
to cheat somebody and not get bawled out for it. 

Nobody knows definitely what baseball umpires do 
in winter. But it is better than what they do in sum- 
mer. 

The sad thing about politics is that most men who 
get into politics begin at once to compromise their con- 
victions. 
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HE good people of Rock Island, Illinois, are not 

especially ‘‘sot’’ against dancing, but they have 

not yet arrived at that plane of aesthetic culture 
which tolerates the gamboling of woodland nymphs, 
clad only in scintillating moonbeams, amid the town’s 
glades and dells. 

Recently a number of young women there became 
inoculated with the craze for classie terpsichore, dis- 
tinguished from other forms of dancing chiefly by an 
absence of clothing and other conventionalities. 

All might have gone well had the young women 
confined their Grecial revels in a house, with the shades 
down, but this they would not do because they felt it 
did not coincide with the principles of true art. Full 
expression of self, they decided, required that they go 
a-gamboling in Rock Island’s great out-of-doors. 

Hence it was that a dignified deacon of one of the 
town’s leading churches had his sensibilities shocked 
severely when on chancing to look from his window, 
he observed three women flitting about from bush tó 
bush in what was afterward described as ‘‘ Dancing to 
the Pipes of Pan.” He promptly sent for a constable. 

The constable stepped into the classic tableau and 
pinched the dancers. 


* 
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“Forty days in jail,” was the sentence of an un- 
sympathetic judge. ‘‘We will have no shimmy shak- 
ing in Rock Island.’’ 


Naughty American Soidiers. 


London, England—Resuming her testimony before a 
House of Lords committee which is conducting an in- 
quiry into her dismissal as commandant of the Women’s 
Royal Air Force, the Right Hon. Violet Douglas-Ten- 
nant, daughter of Baron Penrhyn, declared that the 
South Carlton camp in Lincolnshire, where Americans 
were stationed, was among those where immorality ex- 
isted. 

The Women’s Royal Air Force huts, Miss Tennant 
declared, were in the middle of the camp. The women 
were surrounded by Americans. On one occasion, she 
added the women’s huts were raided during the night, 
a drunken American officer climbing through a window 
and ‘‘creating a terrible disturbance.’? — News Dis- 
patch. 


* * * 


Take Your Turn, Boys. 


„Me!“ said one strapping colored boy. Ah got 
my mind made up! De fust t’ing Ah’m goin’ to-do 
when Ah doffs dis unyform is to go down to dat sec- 
ond lieutenant’s tent an’ bust him squar’ in de jaw!“ 

The other regarded him solemnly. 

No, you isn’t Sam,” he replied, ‘‘you is gwine to 
git in line an’ wait your regular turn!’’ 
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The Flank Patrol 
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By CAPTAIN BILL. 


OW that the ball bearings have been removed 

N from the lubricated joints of the tenderloin and 

the creaking doors have dropped into the focus 

of the blue-bellied bull, we pause to smile at one of 

the penurious parsons with a nearer-my-gawd-to-thee 

handshake who assisted so nobly in the shaping of 
present conditions. 

In a recent police raid on a Minneapolis apartment 
house, this hydrant head of teetotalism was meekly 
enjoying the hospitality of the building, blissfully 
ignoring the fact that the city vice squad did not be- 
lieve it a fit place for taxi drivers and manicurists to 
reside. We join in with the common expression that 
sky pilots of this type are responsible for conditions in 
our large cities whereby we know not even our neigh- 
bors. 

Take the average large city apartment building and 
few there are that do not number among their perma- 
nent guests a healthy assortment of ‘‘kept Bonen” or 
prostitutes or both. 


SULT TTS 
STULL 
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* * * 
With the physie-throwers warning us against the 


dangers of the flu, I cannot help but call to mind the 
heluva time I had with my C. O. when this scourge was 
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running wild a year ago. I was one of the first ones to 
be knocked out by Old Kill-em-Quick Flu. I had plenty 
of company the first night of illness with the old major 
doctor, captain doctor and lieutenant pill-shooter diag- 
nosing the ailment. And, oh, boys, but I was a sickly 
sea-cuck, I thought. 

Next morning soon after reveille, a ray of sunshine 
penetrated my little two-by-four room and lit up an 
object like a smoke-house in a fog. It was the sunshine 
on the moonshine and I certainly felt the dire necessity 
for a stimulating concoction, be it fusel oil, red-eye, rot- 
gut, turpentine, tuba or wood alcohol. There stood the 
little brown bottle. It appealed to me as fine medicine 
for the flue despite the fact that it would have made the 
Dove of Peace challenge the American Eagle to mortal 
combat. The moonshine was surely a popular medicine 
that morning. It was surprising how many cases of 
flu suddenly developed. 

As soon as I felt all dolled up like a broken crutch 
and the medicine had totally disappeared, I rolled over 
on my iron cot and snored the snore of the happy sick 
man. As is usual throughout this human world, the 
snooping stool pigeon got in his deadly work. The 
shock sneak in this instance was a Chicago major— 
Constantine B. Howard, by name. Con was some 
„dick,“ by gum. He allowed as how I must have been 
piped to the gills because I refused to be bothered from 
out my snores. ‘‘Pickled, he was, Colonel, y gosh, 
cuz he wouldn’t wake up when I called him,’’ sez Con. 

Next day it was me for the carpet and the colonel. ‘‘T 
have before me a set of court-martial charges against 
you,’’ said the old man in a solemn tone. ‘‘You are 
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hereby charged with being drunk to the disgrace of 
the military service.” It was to laugh, but if I did 
snicker I'll admit it must have been a sea-sickly smile. 
What have you to say?” he followed up rapidly.“ Not 
a thing, sir,’’ I replied, still weak in the knees. ‘‘ Where 
did you get the booze?’’ the colonel asked. I didn’t 
know and he didn’t expect me to. 

How many drinks did you take,“ was his next ques- 
tion. ‘‘Two,’’ I replied, being certain not to stretch it 
any. Then to my great relief, the old man reckoned as 
how he’d give me my choice between Mr. General Court 
Martial or three months of remorseful confinement to 
the area of the camp. Aha, I thought to myself, this is 
a pleasant camp in which to sojourn for three short 
months what with a Y. M. C. A. and a few sky pilots, 
not to mention the post exchange and barber shop. 
Sure Mike, I’ll stay in camp. But I beat the game, 
boys, at that. Only served six weeks when the war 
ended, returning soon after to dwell midst the pigs 
and chickens and lead the rural life of Robbinsdale, 
Minn. ; 

Next issue I will tell about a mean colonel who 
wouldn’t let his officers play stud poker or blackjack. 
Tt was just one damit thing after another but War is 
H——. 


Same Old Thing. 


The Greeks played an instrument called a lyre. The 
instrument is still used; but now it’s a mouth organ.— 
Harvard Lampoon. 
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A Pussytail Cocktail. 


‘Meow! Meow! Meow! Scat! Get out!’’ 

Thus were neighbors disturbed during the night 
when John Mehanskey of Perth Amboy, N. J., after 
drinking nearly a gallon of ‘‘Liberty Cocktail,’’ a con- 
coction composed of wood alcohol, red pepper, vinegar 
and syrup, became obsessed with the idea that he was 
a cat. 

After purring and meowing about the house, he 
pranced out into the street. Frightened by a dog, he 
scampered up a tree, spitting and arching his back in 
feline anger. 

Come pussy!’’ pleaded his weeping wife and chil- 
dren, trying to coax him down with a saucer of milk. 
Then the police temptingly held out a dead mouse, 
which lure finally brought Mehanskey from his lofty 
perch. 

I'm going to fine you a hundred dollars,“ said his 
honor the next morning. ‘‘If you had imbibed another 
gallon of that stuff you might have thought you were a 
tiger and bitten some one.“ 


* * * 


Some Sensation. 


Sir: Old Bede Carter, whose conception of the ulti- 
mate in domestic bliss is a burro and a skillet in“the 
depths of Topanga Canyon, was caught unaware 
t’other day and obliged to buss a moist infant. Later, 
describing his sensation, he said it was ‘‘just like kiss- 
ing a poached egg.’’—Sib. i 
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A Private Still. 


A zealous excise officer was sent to Ireland to try to 
locate several ‘‘moonshine’’ stills which were known 
to exist. Meeting a native, the excise officer ap- 
proached Pat, saying: 

„I'll give you five shilling, Pat, if you can take me 
to a private still.’’ 

‘Troth, an’ I will, sir,“ was Pat’s reply as he pock- 
eted the money. Come with me.“ 

For many weary miles over mountain bog and moor 
they tramped, until they came into view of a barracks. 
Pointing to a soldier seated on a step inside the square, 
Pat said: 

„There you are, sair, my brother Mike; he’s been a 
soldier for ten years, an’ he a private still.’’ 


A woman may lose her love for the man she marries; 
she may become cold toward her children; her affection 
for her friends may vanish, but as long as she has 
breath in her body she will worship her figure and her 
hair. 

* * * 


A Bird. 


Her comb's as red as Ruby's lips, 
And free her movement from the hips. 
Free, swinging, proud her movements go 
As she struts hither, to and fro. 
Her breast a wondrous stretch of meat, 
And dainty are her dancing feet. 

(A Turkey.) 
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Tipping It Gently. 


Editor Mills of the Montevideo (Minn.) American 
believes in tipping off married men that he is wise to 
what they are doing. A while ago he tipped off the 
husband to a married woman who went out at 4 a. m. 
with a ‘‘friend.’’ Editor Mills runs a regular ‘‘tip’’ 
column where he warns the transgressors to beware. 
Here are his latest ‘‘tips.’’ 


The statement has been made that Henry Ford was either “a 
fool or a seerer.” But he conceived the limosine model with 
removable front seats and when a married man uses one of 
those models to take a woman who is not his wife out riding 


after 11 o’clock, you immediately conclude that Henry is some 
seerer. 
* # . 


While it was amusing to see a married man going up a 40 per 
cent grade the other evening at a 2:40 gait to call on another 
man’s wife, it was still more amusing to see the woman in the 
case following him up at a 2:9 1-2 pace to get home before the 
man left, when she discovered she had miscalculated her time. 
Evidently some of Monte’s old-time steppers are still stepping. 
But it does not affect their popularity in Montevideo. With 
such examples staring them in the face do you expect your chil- 
dren to grow up moral? 


* * * 


As girl and adorer sat on the beach in the moon- 
light side by side, the young man said: 

Is your little Pekinese affectionate?’’ 

“ Affectionate? Indeed he is!’’ the girl replied. 
„Here, Fido! Come here and show Tom Jones how to 
kiss me.’’—Detroit Free Press. 5 
* * * 


We Got This Straight. 


We will have another war in 1966. The Latrine 
Orderly just told us so. 


‘ 


eee eenentrnternneeinuttn tenen 


Direct from Denver. 


Had we not heard so much of the Denver coughing 
college yell it would be difficult to believe that the girls 
of the Colorado summer resort ever ask permission to 
kiss a fond farewell smack to their loved fiances. Ac- 
cording to the latest story to ruminate through the 
hacking, healthful mountain air, a pretty but shy young 
woman approached the information desk of the Den- 
ver Tourist bureau at the Union station recently. Mrs. 
Pearl Hobbs, the clerk in charge of the information 
desk, looked up to enquire in what way the bureau 
could serve her. 

The girl separated from her escort and drew Mrs. 
Hobbs to one side. 

‘That young man,’’ confided the girl, ‘‘is my fiance. 
We are to be married in a few days. He is going away 
on the next train, and I wanted to ask you if it would 
be proper if he were to kiss me goodby in front of all 
those people out there.“ 

Mrs. Hobbs was nonplussed. While the questions she 
answers cover a wide range, this was a poser. 

‘Why, I suppose it’s all right,’’ said Mrs. Hobbs. 
“Tt all depends on the way you look at it.“ 

Apparently the young girl and her fiance looked at it 
in the right way, for just as the train was about to pull 
out there was a quick, sharp smack—and the crowd 
wasn’t so badly shocked. 


* * * 
Fable: Once upon a time there was a married couple 


who didn’t brag about the smart sayings of their chil- 
dren. Moral: They were deaf and dumb. 


Captain Billy's 


— 


And Watch It Fade. 


„The French,“ said Dr. Sidney E. Mezes of New 
Vork, the brilliant director of the American peace dele- 
gation’s experts, the French are terrible cynics about 
love. They don’t believe in its durability. They claim 
it never lasts. 

Two French poilus were discussing love in an esta- 
minet. 

„ hold,’ said the first poilu, ‘that if you fall in 
love with some ravishing beauty, the only way to cure 
yourself is to run off.’ 

‘The second poilu took a sip of wine. 


„Ves, that’ll cure you, all right,’ he agreed, pro- 
vided you run off with the ravishing beauty.“ 


Somebody Been Measuring? 


„Girls in England are said to have grown larger 
during the war. Waists now measure on an average 
26 to 28 inches,’’ says a column headed,—Notes from 
Abroad. 


When Old Father Hubbard goes to the cupboard 
to get himself a drink, and when he gets there and the 
cupboard is bare, let him try the sink. 


— 
* 


* * * 


By the peace terms, the Allies take practically 
everything from the Germans except their paper 
trousers. 
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The Reward of Virtue. 


(From the classified ads.) 


Clerk—Protestant, Christian man; nonsmoker and nondrinker; 
for general office work; $17. Glad Tidings Publishing Co. 


* * * 


Something Wrong! 


(Ad in the Nonpartisan Leader.) 


18 HENS, 16 EGGS A DAY. USE LAYMORE. We pause to in- 
quire, what were the other two hens doing? 


* * * 


Oh, Jazz! 


Mary had a phonograph 
By which she always danced, 
To buy some new Jazz records, 
In a music shop she chanced. 


“Td like the latest Jazz,” said she, 
“What’s that!” the salesman cried, 
“Why that’s a record, sir,” she said, 
“PU say it is,“ he sighed. 
—May B. 
*. * 

First camp cook—‘‘The captain was in here today 
and raised hell with me. Says he, ‘Cook, this soup 
tastes like dishwater.’ ’’ 

Second cook—‘‘ An’ what did you say?” 

First camp cook—*What could I say. It was 
dishwater.““ 

* * * 

Do police chiefs pray? The chief at Minneapolis, 

. JE 
J. Francis Walker, recently asked the churchmen of’ 
that city to go home and pray for him; pray to help 
him catch the wicked. The next day his police arrested 
three ‘‘drunks.”’ 

Now, who doesn’t believe in prayer? 


— 
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